them from their homes. They were told about France, beautiful
France, and about the Marshal, the grand old man. They were
promised ten francs a day. At the yards they only got half of that.
They asked why. Then they were sent here. They croak like
flies.' And when they haven't had time to croak, this is what
happens. . . ."

Out of breath, Legrain began to cough a long, hollow cough.

"All debts will be paid," said Gerbier.

At this moment his half-smile assumed an extreme sharpness.
Most people experienced a feeling of uneasiness when this ex-
pression passed over Gerbier's features. But it inspired Legrain
with great confidence.
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Toward mid-May fine weather set in for good. The late spring
burst all at once in full splendour. Thousands of tiny flowers
sprang up in the field of grass. The prisoners began to take sun-
baths. The sharp hip-bones, the prominent ribs, the limp skins,
the arms reduced to the form of the bones, rested among the fresh
flowers, Gerbier who paced the plateau all day long would cease-
lessly run into this hospital humanity stunned by spring. No one
could have told whether his feeling for them was one 'of disgust
or pity or indifference. He himself did not know. But when, at the
noon-hour, he discovered Legrain exposing himself like the rest
he hurried over to him.

"Don't do that, cover yourself right away," he said. As Legrain
did not obey, Gerbier threw a fatigue jacket over the young man's
piriful torso.

"I hear you breathing and coughing in your sleep," said Ger-
bier. " You've surely got something wrong with your lungs. The
sun is very dangerous for you. "

Gerbier had never shown a greater interest in Legrain than in
the pharmacist or his other cabin-mates.

"You don't look like a doctor," said Legrain with astonishment.

"And Fm not," said Gerbier. "but I once directed the con-
struction of a power line in Savoy. There were some establishments
there for tuberculars, I used to talk with the doctors."

Legrain's eyes had lighted up.
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